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said, had kept her from writing before. The answer breathed
an air of innocence, but this was rapidly dissipated, for the
Government discovered that Wyatt was wanting her to move
from Ashridge to Donnington Hall in Berkshire, where she
would be further from London and could defend herself, if
need be, until the rebellion succeeded. An order was promptly
sent for her to come to London. As Mary waited for the reply,
fate played Elizabeth a cruel trick. Anxious to probe Wyatt's
plot, the Government had decided to turn highwayman and
waylay the French ambassador's courier. Enclosed in his dis-
patch was found a copy of Elizabeth's letter to the Queen!
Though, in fact, the girl was not responsible, Mary's officials
could not know this, and they naturally jumped to the conclu-
sion that she was in regular communication with the ambassa-
dor. The Chancellor, Gardiner, as he opened the courier's
packet and found its tell-tale enclosure, felt the thrill of a
gambler whose throw had been marvellously successful. To
make matters worse, Elizabeth wrote to say that she was too
unwell to obey the Queen's order and travel to London. This
seemed damning confirmation of the Government's suspicions.
As soon as Wyatt's defeat left her free, Mary acted with
vigour. She sent three councillors accompanied by her physi-
cians and a strong escort, who were to bring Elizabeth to
London if she could possibly be moved. Her illness was not
make-believe; her body was all swollen - a recurrent malady of
hers at this time - and she was prostrate with anxiety. But she
could be moved. By slow stages she came to Court, rumour fly-
ing ahead, now whispering that she was poisoned, now that she
was enceinte. On 22 February she passed through the City to
Westminster. Her litter was uncovered that she might show
herself to the people., clothed aH in white, her face sickly pale,
but with a proud and prince-like bearing, masking her fears. It
was a city of horror and desolation, where traitors' heads and
quarters spoke their obscene warning from the City gates and
twenty gallows stood to recall a day of awful butchery just past.
The pathetic Queen of twelve days, Lady Jane Grey, had per-
ished on the scaffold; the slaughter was not yet ended. * So much